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One 


His breath is warm on my cheek and | feel relaxed as my head presses against his shoulder. His hand gently 
reaches up and touches my brow. His rough fingers remain long enough that | can feel the intricate impression 


each bone and muscle and sinew makes. So perfect is the impression. So exact. 


"What's wrong?" he whispers; a cause for concern has brought us together and how that cause must be 


addressed. 

There is no answer. None is truly needed. He already knows. 

"Don't worry" he says as he pulls me closer. 

My arms are around his waist. | tighten my grip. | feel his pelvis beneath his skin and clothes. It is firm and 
my wrist presses against it in an uncomfortable manner, but it is somehow comforting in a way too, so | do 


not relent my grip. 


There is a smell in my nostrils as my eyes lazily look down at his body. | am not focusing. It is blurry and 
indistinct, like a dream. The smell is the same. It is not cologne. It is not deodorant. The opposite, rather. A 


mixture of sweat and the detergent his clothes are washed in, a unique scent that only he carries, one that 


grows to be overpowering when he is in my home. 


He stirs, he sneezes. As he resettles, some of his hair rests upon my face. | feel it there, tickling. His hair 


unlike mine; it is shorter, lighter. | imagine how | might look wearing his hair as a wig and smile a litle. Silly. 


Time passes and his breath slows as he begins to slump on the couch. A gentle breeze escapes his mouth and 
stirs us both. The breath is warm; humid; stinking of the grow that slathered his last meal; but, most 
important of all, soothes like nothing else as his hair gently brushes upon my cheeks. He has fallen asleep and | 


am close also. With one last shifting of myself to ensure comfort, | drift into peaceful slumber 


| awake in my bed. He is not there. He never was. The feeling remains, however. 


